CHAPTER I
First Contact with the Turks:   the
Defence of Kut-al-Amarah, 1916
IT was the 3rd of December 1915, and three of us
stood leaning against a low mud-wall amongst
palm trees. We strained our eyes staring out across
the empty desert that lay all around Kut-al-Amarah.
A mongoose, in his jerky way, came out to look at us,
and the pariah dogs growled and bit, as the fleas ran
through their long, coarse coats. Out of the distance
came the rumble and grunts of far-off guns. The
morning mists had dissolved, and the heat had begun
to shudder across the plains. Far up the bank of the
Tigris river a low cloud of dust hung heavily in the air.
The haze took strange, gigantic shapes and then formed
down into a column of waggons, guns, and men march-
ing towards us. It was the head of the Vlth Division
retreating from Bagdad.
As defence officer of the town I had much to do, but
I watched these troops with interest. There is a chill
about failure, and for the first time they were feeling
the numbing cold of defeat, They came in bedraggled,
dispirited, utterly weary after their long retreat, Here
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